Fw: The Week Our Reality Broke 


From: drmiano@yahoo.com <drmiano@yahoo.com> 
To: Thoth IV Akhenaten VIII <akhenaten_viii@protonmail.com> 


Date: Thursday, July 1st, 2021 at 12:49 PM 


----- Forwarded Message ----- 

From: Tristan Jacob Miano, a.k.a. Thoth IV <thoth@substack.com> 
To: "drmiano@yahoo.com" <drmiano@yahoo.com> 

Sent: Tuesday, March 30, 2021, 09:37:55 PM EDT 

Subject: The Week Our Reality Broke 


The Week Our Reality Broke 


From the New York Times, Sunday Review, March 14th 2021 


"M", Tristan-Gan MIANO 
Mar 31 | ا‎ 





| found this paper on a bench inside the Downtown Berkeley BART station. 
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prayer for the club, the disco, 
the spot. _ 

For the battleground of our un- 
leashing, the church of our weekly 
baptisms of the bitter week, the 
tent show revival of our rapture. 

Let us bow our heads and say 
“Remember when...” as if we are 
as old as Methuselah, as if we've 
seen all the world wars and we 
know the taste of tombstones. . 

Remember when we danced? 
Remember when you did the 
cha-cha slide, popped and locked, 
stepped and bounced, worked the 
week off your bones, let your Spirit 
stretch out across the dance floor, 
let the bartender and the D.J. be 
your gurus? A 
Remember when we used to 
move among one another like a 
shaggy herd of buffalo or a plush 
patch of mushrooms, the invisible 
antennae on our skin electrified by 
intermittent touching, random 
bumping, indifferent brushing by, 
and in that indifference was a kind 
of love? 
Remember when touching was 
a way to the moon or a way to as- 
sume the glow of a moon? 
Remember when we memori- 
alized special occasions in sweat 
on foreheads, in crevices of the 
‚body volcanic with the touch of 
| Strangers, the melting heat of a 
‚room made only for your joy? 
ngiti the smell of some- 
one's funk and someone else's 
sweat and vomit? The hum of fear 
and lust and envy and joy stinking 


cup the joint, a thick ether of escape 


_ The feet under the stall. The 


find the true face of lust? 

In the dark where the faces of 
friends metamorphose into lovers. 
In the dark where first-timers be- 
come old souls, where paradise is 
regained and remixed on a Satur- 
day night. In the dark where the 
weekend is promiscuous with 
hours. 

In the dark, we become kissin’- 


friends. Not quite like what Zora ۰ 


Neale Hurston meant but close. 
We kiss the deepest secrets that lie 
unknown and unspoken in anoth- 
er's body, in their crook of arms, 
behind pierced ears, in the 
leathered lap of an ant-infested 
couch in the corner. A corner of the 
world that has seen more love 
than most. — 

_ Inside the club, time is sus- 
pended like the charged space be- 
tween double-Dutch ropes. A 
Space governed by music and the 
pulse of the universe that echoes 
in all our chests. We jump in the 
ropes together. Or we turn the 
ropes together to weave a space 
all our own. 

I hear Nina Simone singing “in 
the dark it’s just you and I,” but it’s 
not. It's all of us. She sings to “the 
beat of my poor heart,” and it’s a 
million poor hearts beating, but 
there’s no dance floor to keep the 
time we've all lost. 

Kissing was a way to touch the 
other side of the moon. When you 
kissed me in the dark that night, 
time made sense in a way that it 
doesn’t anymore. 


Hurston said, “my tongue is in 
my friend’s mouth,” and here I am 
recalling my no-name in your new 
mouth, 
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Thanks for subscribing to One Day, This Will Be Science Fiction. This post is 
public, so feel free to share it. 





pa Publish on Substack 


